Postscript
I am an old man, and to the young men I say:
* Let these words enter your hearts. The work
that has been done here is a work of God.
Depart from disputes; think like men; seek
to know the Way ; let your hearts depart from
drink and from the heathen ceremonies. May
God bless you, white people, and my people*'"
When Khama ceased there was a significant
happening. An old man leaped to his feet,
anid broke into a torrent of eloquence in praise
of the Chief, just as he, perhaps, had heard men
speak of Sekhome long ago. Ancient custom
struggled to find articulate intrusion into a
celebration suffused with a spirit of solemn
worship. But it fell flat, it was archaic, and
the people looked at the man in astonishment.
They could not understand Mm* Slowly the
Chief with a smile of amusement turned away,
and the people left the orator unheeded. . * .
They had outgrown that. The Dead past was
left to bury its dead. The Chief and his
people have their eyes fixed upon the life of
to-day and to-morrow.
*          *          %          *          *
February, 1923.
This narrative, written in 1922, is in the
present tense, and remains so in this edition
But the earthly story of Khama is ended now.
On February 21st, 1923, the Chief died at
his capital, Serowe, while at prayer with his
missionary in the early morning* He has
finished has course ; he has kept the faitk
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